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Bite as bite can ; or, the humours of the world. 


T 
1 
T 
A LL you that ſtand br, T 
| would have you draw nigh, 5 

B 

T 
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Il fing you a ſong without any lie; 

It's all upon bite, and the like you never ſaw, 
From the politick head to the leg of the law; 
From the heſt of the town that reſort to thecrow: 
From the uncle to couſin, from fiſter to brother 
Fil tell you in brief how they bite one another. 


The baliffs you know they'll bite to the quick «; 
If they don't make you bleed they'll ſoon make youſſ x, 
ſick, n I, 
Then you in priſon mag 8 * g weep and complang p, 
But there is ſome othegFEatybite you again; 
The baker bites us in thè Head we do eat, 
The butcher he bites us again in our meat, 
The brewer he bites in the drink that is made, 
So biting of late is become a meer trade. 


The Shoemaker bites and is bit by his man, II | 
They bite one another as bite and bite can, T 
"The poor bites the rich, and the rich bites the poo E 
Such practice in biting was never before ; 

"The Taylor be bites thegroud (park in his cloath) 
The ſpark bites the taylor, when from him he got 
And gives him no money for what he has don; 
They bite one another a8 bite and bite can. 1 
* 


TY ) 
The weaver he bites us likewiſe i in our yarn 
The miller he bites us again in onr corn, ":4 
This biting of late is fo much in faſhion, 
That 1 think it will ſpread thro? the w hole nation. 
The doctor indeed I had almoſt forgot, 
Tho” as well as the reſt he has a hand in the plot, 
He ſwears he can cure you of all L proteſt, 
But you'll find him a cheat boys as well as the reſt. 
You'll find it in vain to ſigh or complain, 
zen Thoſe that bite you once will bite you again, 
chert Then how ſhould we imagine this nation ſbould 
thrive, 
| When this trade of biting we daily contrive. 
aich so to conclude on the word of 2 friend, 
- YOUR Let all wicked biting be brought to an end, 
| Let's be juſt in our dealings and practice no in, 
lang For honeſty is the beſt Policy ſtill. 


| The Shepherd's return to his languiſhing nymph. 


T was in the pleaſant month of June, 
When charming roſes were in bloem, 


© II walked out one morning ſoon, 
My time away to paſs, 
n, II gaz'd to ſee the noble train, 


That tripped over Flora's plain, 
Each nymph attended by her ſwain ; 
But one alone 

Did make great moan, 

Becauſe her ſwain was forced for to rove, 
She ſighing, cry'd, alas! _ 

Was ever nymph oppreſs'd like me, 
Th Whill others with their ſwains agree, 


poor 


Jaths 


got 
done 


(4) 
I: am ivolv'd in miſery, 
Still wanting of my dear : 
Oh could I ſee him once return, | 
My breaſt with tender love would burn, 
Till then 1 ne'er ſhall ceaſe to mourn. 
But lament | 
In diſcontent, 
- For all my days in vain are ſpent, 
VDuatill I ſee him here, 
A garland made of roſes gay, 

Of all the flowers of June and May, 
The nymphs did bring and thus did ſay, 
Fair lady ceaſe to mourn, 

The Gods in — will ſend relief, 
Then baviſh from your heart all grief, 
Altho' he's wanting that's our chief, 
Whom we adore, 
For evermore, 
Fair lady all your grief give o'er, 
He will again return. 
But mournfully the lady fat, 
Condoling her unhappy fate, 
Grieved Pr the abſence of her mate, 


p Her garland laid aſide, 
Headleſs by her the laid her crook, 
And with a melancholy look, 
She cry'd, alas! I am forfook, 
For my ſwain 
| Has fled the plain, 
And I in grief muſt here remain, 
My troubles to abide. 


9 
Whilſt thus ſhe fat, a jolly ſwain 
Unto ker with a meſſage came, 
With joy ſhe did receive the ſame, 
And ſmiling, thus reply'd, - _ 
My ſorrows now henceforth ſhall ceaſe 
Whilſt with my ſwain I live in peace, 
My troubles will no more encreaſe, 
Bleſt in love | 
From above, 


No more from my fond arms he'll rove, 
Unul that death divide, 


A Song for mothers and uurſes. Tune, yellow flocking. 
My kitten a kitten, 
And O my kitten a deary, 
Such a ſweet pet as this is, 
There is not far nor neary; 
And here we go up, up, up, 
And here we go down, 33 downy, 
And here we go backwards and forwards, 
And here we go round, round, roundy. 
Chuck-a-chuckoo my lilly-· cock, 
See, ſaw, ſacky, a-downy, 
Gallop a-trot, trott, trott, 
And hey for Newcaftle towny : 
This pig went to the market, 
Creep mouſe, mouſe, mouſe, mouſey, 
And ſhoe, ſhoe, ſhoe the wild colt, 
And here's your own Doll Dowfey. 
And ſhe was a jewel and a petſey, 
And ſhe was a ſugar and ſpicey, 


pl” fl Oat Sion n „ 


„ 
And hufho bahie in a cradle. 
And we'll go abroad in a N 
Did a papa torment it, 
Did he vex his bavie a? did he? 
Huſh a' in nuile' 3 nown boſam, 
And take a' your nown ſucky -diddy. 


Good morrow, oh! there's pudding broke, 
Slobber, ah threads of chriſtal, 


O the ſweet poſſet comes up, 


Who ſaid my child was bepiſt all? 
Water my chickens come clock, 

Or elſe I'll ſcraw! ye a Ktabie, 
And lend me a hand till I beat him, 
Ard dids him a-vex a- my babie. 

Where was a laugh and a crow, 
And there was a gigling honey, 

And goody good child ſhall be fed, 
But naughty pack it ſhall have nony. 
Get ye gone raw-head and bloody bones, 

Here is a child does not fear 793 
Come piſhiy, piſhy, my jewel, 
And eh. eh, eh, my deary. 


The anſwer from the B—— to the O 


My {weet Jonathan, Jonathan, 
O my ſweet Jonathan Switty, 
Goody good dean be ſo kind, 
'To accept of a new year's gifty ; z 
Shure the lilliput, lilliput, 
Shure the tail of a tupſy, 
Shews us that you have been ſucking, 
Each mule” 8 ** white bubby. 


1 


Icpock— a-chuckoo my pretty face, 


Fair as alabaſter, £3. 10 K 


Kneel on both knees to his Grace, 
And he'll make you biſhop or maſter. 
IA biſhop indeed you ſhall be, 
It vou'll quit your pen, ink and paper, 
But if you rail at great folks, 
You ſtill ſhall continue a drapec. | 
We was the dean of St. Patrick's, 
We was a woman's hater, 
If ever we gets us a wife, 
Adzookers we'll ſorely beat her, 
We'll beat her from morning till night, 
If ſhe will not do as we bid Her, 
And when the poor ſoul's dead with grief, 
The dear dame mult die a widow. 


Where was a laugh and a jeſt, 
Where was a fun and a quibble, 
Where was a ſong and a poem, 
Where was the ballad and Scribble. 
When people grows old they grow peeviſh, 
And that's thy caſe dear Deany ; 
You ſhall have a'nurfe and a cradle, 
As well as the child of D'Lany. 


The D. rebly to the 3 


MY ſweet F- „ſweet F——, 


And O my {ſweet F——y D'Lany, 
Scrible a ſong for his grace, 


And het turely make thee a deany ; 


* 
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Sure hy puns and thy fables, __ 
Your exquiſite taſte o'the faſhions, 
Shews that) you are delign'd, 

For one of the king's of the nation. 


Chear r heart my honey, 4 
42 err as red . 

Sit with none wife and write 
Some ſweet ballad or Poem; 
Your poems indeed will make yu” 
If you them cloſely follow, 
A bi or dean at the leaſt, 


Or perhaps another Apollo. 


Where was a laugh and a jcer, 

And where was a fawning expreſſion, 

Where was a ſauctified leer, 

And where was a delign'd — 

When people grow old they 1 
And that is thy caſe dear D'Lany, | 

Should P—=—y 13 to prove o, 
Tou'd be worſe off _ 3 Deany. 
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